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BROKEN  SHELLS 
JESSE  BURTON 


I'M  GOING  DOWN  THIS  HOLE. 

TODAY  AND  YESTERDAY  I  GOT  LOST  ALONG  THE  WAY. 

NO  MORE  TIME  TO  APOLOGIZE. 

I  LOVED  YOU  MORE  THAN  LIFE 

THEN  YOU  THREW  ME  AWAY. 

SHOVING  MY  SHELL  ASIDE 

I  WILL  STILL  BE  HERE. 

SO  THANK  YOU  AND  GOOD  NIGHT. 


SLAVERY  126 
JESSE  BURTON 


I'M  RGHTING  OPRESSION. 

I'M  FIGHTING  OBSESSION. 

I'M  FIGHTING  EVERYTHING  THAPS  IN  MY  GRASP. 

ITS  PULLING  ME  DOWN  TOO  FAST. 

CHAINED  TO  THAT...  WALL. 

MY  EYES  ALL  BOUND  AND  TIED. 

BLINDING  FORCES  IS  WHAT  I  SEE. 

MY  DICTATOR  WHIPPING  ME. 

MY  FACE  IS  GROUND  IN  DIRT. 

MY  SKIN  IS  ELECTRICALLY  BURNT. 

MY  IDENTITY:  SLAVE  NUMBER  126. 

I'M  FIGHTING  RECESSION. 

I'M  FIGHTING  DEPRESSION. 

I'M  FIGHTING  EVERYTHING  THATS  ALL  AROUND. 

ITS  BEATING  ME  DOWN  TO  THE  GROUND. 

SEND  ME  TO  MY  DEATH. 
MY  ...  CHAINS  CUT  INTO  MY  FLESH. 

WAITING  FOR  MY  BANISHMENT. 
LIFE  HERE  IS  WORSE  THAN  DEATH. 
MY  IDENTITY:  SLAVE  NUMBER  126. 
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MARRIAGE  TO  DEATH 
JESSE  BURTON 


You  inspired  me  to  write  off  your  death. 

Now  it's  time  to  say  good  bye. 

At  least  we  can  share  your  experience  of  death. 

I  hope  it's  terribly  cold. 

I  hope  it  gives  you  pain. 

You  pushed  me  deep  down  this  ...  hole  to  die. 

You  wanted  me  to  feel  shame. 

It  just  gave  me  pride. 

I  am  going  all  the  way  down. 

I  am  leaving  today. 

I  hope  to  see  your  eyes. 

I  hope  I  see  your  face  of  pain. 

For  all  the  times  you  gave  me  gain  with  a  ...  lie. 

I  am  glad  you're  going  to  die. 


FORGING  HATE 
JESSE  BURTON 


you  carved  me  from  hate 

you  gave  me  your  traits 

there  is  no  time  to  waste 

All  your  Anger  is  smashed  Against  my  face 

you  left  me  to  die 

you  left  me  to  live  out  your  lies 

you  took  all  my  pieces 

you  took  All  my  control 

Even  my  old  dying  Soul 

you  threw  me  down 

you  ripped  me  Apart 

you  gave  yourself  my  shattered  heart 

Now  there's  nothing  left  to  see 

there's  nothing  left  to  be 

All  I  can  do  is  dream  about  my  Ending  Reality 


AN  EARLY  MORNING  EXPERIENCE 

BY 

KRISTJE   CALMA 

It  was  a  cool  Tuesday  morning  mid-way  through  the  summer.  As  I 
woke,  it  was  still  night,  and  sleepily  I  found  my  way  around  my  room.  I 
slipped  into  my  bathing  suit  and  headed  down  the  stairs,  still  not  quite 
awake.     I  heard  the  gurgling  of  coffee,  which  brought  me  to  reality. 

My  two  brothers  and  I  walked  out  the  door  to  our  dock.    As  we 
stepped  into  our  boat,  the  still  air  and  grassy  water  gave  me  anticipation. 
The  start  of  the  motor  brought  back  memories,  remembering  the  first  time 
being  on  the  water. 

As  we  drove  to  our  destination,  we  watched  the  wonders  of  the  sky 
as  the  darkness  became  light.    I  impatiently  waited  my  turn  as  I  sat  in  my 
warm,  stiff  barefoot  boom.     The  water  felt  warm  like  a  bathtub,  yet  chills 
went  up  my  spine.    I  reached  for  the  rope  with  my  cold  hands,  as  I  wrapped 
it  behind  me.    Now  was  the  time  to  show  what  I  could  do,  to  make  progress 
in   my  skills. 

I  turned  over  slowly  to  my  stomach,  still  grasping  the  handle  tightly. 


I  comfortably  held  my  breath  and  waited  for  the  boat  to  pick  up  speed. 
Different  thoughts  went  through  my  head  about  what  I  must  do  to  stand  up. 
There  were  so  many  things  to  think  about. 

I  dug  my  shoulders  into  the  fast  moving  water  beneath  me  and  lifted 
my  head  up.    As  I  looked  to  the  horizon,  the  sun  brightly  beamed  into  my 
eyes.    The  sunset  glimmered  on  the    water,  making  it  a  tangerine  color. 
The  water  formed  a  tunnel  around  me,  as  it  sprayed  into  the  air.    I  could 
see  a  beautifully  colored  rainbow  before  me.    I  took  my  feet  off  the  rope, 
turned  them  outwards,  and  set  them  gently  on  the  water,  making  a 
vibration  on  my  neck.     Bringing  my  feet  together,  lifting  my  butt  up  in  the 
air,  and  pushing  my  chin  even  harder,  I  felt  the  pain  on  my  chest  from  the 
hard  water.    I  was  soon  plaining  on  my  feet,  wanting  it  more  than  ever.    I 
bent  at  the  waist  as  I  tried  to  make  every  move  flawless.    I  heard  my 
brothers'  voices  in  the  background,  but  the  sound  of  the  boat  stopped  me 
from  hearing  exactly  what  they  were  telling  me.    I  turned  my  feet  in  a 
little  more  and  slowly  stood  up.    "I  did  it,  I  finally  got  up,  I  was  backward 
barefootingi".    There  was  a  different  feeling  than  I  was  used  to.    My  feet 
tingled,  and  water  shot  between  my  toes.     It  was  a  strange  feeling,  not 


being  able  to  see  where  I  was  going  and  only  relying  on  the  driver. 

I  excitedly  looked  over  at  my  brothers  as  I  lost  my  concentration. 
My  heels  dug  in  the  water,  and  I  quickly  flipped  over  backwards.    As  I  hit 
the  water,  it  felt  like  someone  hit  the  back  of  my  head  with  a  bat.    My 
head  pounded,  and  the  shock  disturbed  my  breathing.    Water  gushed  into  my 
eyes,  making  my  eye  lids  fill  with  water  and  dirt.     I  blinked  rapidly,  trying 
to  find  where  I  was.    I  hazily  gleamed  at  the  sillouette  of  Mt.  Diablo  ahead, 
as  I  started  to  gain  consciousness.     I  felt  dizzy,  but  the  feeling  didn't  last 
long  due  to  my  overwhelmingly  stimulating  experience. 

I  saw  the  boat  coming  back  towards  me,  as  I  anxiously  awaited  the 
expressions  on  my  brothers  faces.    They  screamed  and  yelled  in  joy,  ready 
to  congratulate  me.    I  climbed  into  the  boat  as  water  dripped  off  of  me.    I 
was  more  than  proud  of  the  accomplishment  I  made,  just  as  my  brothers 
were.    The  feelings  of  excitement  and  the  cold  air  brought  goosebumps  to 
my  body.     I  hurriedly  tried  to  warm  myself  up  by  hopping  Into  my  sweats 
and  reaching  for  my  coffee  cup.    Warmness  went  through  me  like  a  wave  of 
heat. 

We  slowly  drove  back  to  our  bay  as  nature  was  just  rising.    The 
morning  birds  were  singing  a  tune  as  they  floated  across  the  bright,  blue 


sky.     Fluffy,  white  clouds  were  just  forming  above,  and  the  trees  whistled 
in  the  soft  wind.    I  turned  and  looked  down  to  the  water.    It  seemed 
untouched  due  to  its  stillness.    As  I  watched  the  world  waking,  I  went 
over  in  my  head  what  I  had  done.    It  didn't  matter  to  me  that  I  fell,  as  long 
as  I  got  up.   We  then  pulled  into  our  boat  slip  and  headed  back  home. 
Listening  to  the  ducks  laughing  in  the  background,  we  stood  on  the  dock, 
and  I  thought  to  myself:  "I  could  only  dream  of  such  a  place.".    I  knew  I 
would  never  forget  how  I  felt  that  morning  because  of  my  exceptional 
experience. 
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HOROR  OF  JUDGEMENT 

B/ 

RYAN  DUNCAN 

Shifty  eyed,  he  slowly  paced 

Along  the  narrow  unending  passage. 

His  steps  clicked  upon  the  cement 

Making  his  echoes  reverberate  through  time. 

Hollow  echoes  reach  the  generations  yet  to  come. 

In  their  now  forming  minds 

The  pain  in  those  steps  haunts  the  unborn  soul. 

They  know  the  world  they  are  about  to  enter 

And  scream  in  horror. 

Horror... 

Everything  you  do  is  seen  by  those  that  judge. 

Every  single  fault  you  possess  shall  be  memorialized. 

Memorialized  by  your  children  and  their  children. 

Your  secret  is  unveiled. 

Why  worry? 


NONE  SEE 

RYAN  DUNCAN 


None  can  discern  who  I  am. 

None  really  care  to  do  so. 

I'm  too  tired  of  yelling  - 

Screeching  my  identity. 

My  voice  is  failing  me. 

My  voice  is  not  so  strong. 

Not  as  strong  as  you  may  fear. 

I'm  only  one  teenager  - 

Ready  to  take  on  the  world. 

I'm  only  one  ... 

And  you, 

You  are  so  many. 

I  cannot  compete  with  your  voices  • 

You  drown  me  in  ignorance. 

Blind  are  their  eyes  to  my  need. 

Why  must  I  be  so  polite 

When  they  hurt  me  so  deeply? 

Why  must  I  protect  them 

From  themselves? 

I'm  just  too  tired  to  fight... 

Please,  let  me  destroy  myself 

In  peace. 

Your  presence  only  makes  it  harder. 

Turn  your  back  on  my  misery. 

Leave  me,  for  now. 


10 


RETURNED 

RYAN  DUNCAN 

His  pride  and  dignity 

Hang  so  precariously  on  the  edge 

Of  the   brilliant,   blinding,   white  cliff. 

Below,  the  tide. 

That  powerfully  seductive  tide 

Pulls  upon  his  weakened  will. 

The  moon,  with  her  passive  whispers 

Beckons  him  from  the  salty  froth. 

But  he  breaks  her  charm  over  him 

To  gaze  into  the  safe  sea. 

His  dream  lies  somewhere  in  the  darkness 

And  with  the  moon's  guidance 

Surely,  surely,  he'll  find  his  love. 

A  tear  emerges  from  his  eye, 

Then  disappears  - 

Swept  away  by  the  chilling  wind. 

His  view  of  the  calming  sea 

As  its  waves  batter  the  shore 

Becomes  obscured  by  a  hapless  cloud. 

Confusion  reigns  in  that  fearful  mind. 

His  leap  of  faith  into  the  undying  sea 

Costs  him  his  chance  to  find  Happiness. 

The  sea  takes  his  sacrifice  - 

His    offering, 

And  sneers  a  sneer  of  contempt. 

Foolish   mortal,   live. 

He  awakens  from  his  unawakenable  sleep 

With  gritty  sand  in  his  eyes, 

Lying  upon  the  beach,  gazing  at  the  morning  sun. 

He  cries  -  knowing  now 

That  he  must  fight. 

He  cannot  give  up  on  himself. 
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RESIGNED  TO  RESIGNATION 

RYAN  DUNCAN 


Resignation,  good  oi'  resignation. 

it  does  set  one's  mind  at  ease  - 

Doesn't  it? 

I  always  thought  so. 

Why  bother  worrying  about  happiness, 

Especially  when  you  know  it  for  what  it  is 

A  farce? 

The  inevitable  is  the  inevitable, 

That  fact  will  never  change. 

You  hope  too  much. 

You  dream  too  much. 

You  expect  too  much  from  this  world. 

Take  what  is  given  to  you 

And  accept  its  uselessness  - 

For  you  shall  receive  nothing  else. 

Accept  the  fact  that  you  can  do  nothing 

To  change  the  course  of  your  life. 

Accept  your  nothingness. 

Accept  ...? 

Resignation  does  set  one's  mind  at  ease. 
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THE  PLAYER 

NICKI  FRAY 

"You  shouldVe  seen  my  tackle,"  my  brother  was  talking  on  the  phone 
as  I  walked  in  the  house,  "man  he  never  knew  what  hit  him."  I  knew  as  he 
said  that  that  he  was  talking  to  his  friend,  Jason  from  Martinez,  about  the 
football  game  the  night  before.  Every  Saturday  afternoon  Jason  called  to 
find  out  if  Liberty  won,  and  to  brag  about  Alhambra  being  undefeated.  He 
always  told  Tony  about  this  tackle  that  he  made  or  that  block,  and  of 
course,  he  was  in  the  newspaper  every  weekend.  My  brother  didn't  care 
though,  he  was  good  at  sports,  and  he  knew  it.  He  was  definitely  on  the 
borderline  of  being  cocky.  That  was  his  nature,  confident  but  not  cocky. 
He  wasn't  built  like  a  football  player  though,  five  foot  ten  about  a  hundred 
and  sixty-five  pounds,  a  nice  sized  boy  but  not  right  for  the  big  leagues. 

He  was  constantly  eating  bananas  and  eating  milkshakes,  anything  to 
fatten  him  up.  He  wanted  to  be  bigger,  taller,  but  God  just  hadn't  planned 
It  that  way.  He  was  good  at  sports,  and  people  liked  to  watch  him, 
especially  my  parents.    After  every  game  my  dad  walked  down  from  the 
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stands  and  shook  my  brother's  hand  as  he  jogged  off  the  field.  I  grew  up  in 
the  stands  of  our  baseball  field  and  on  the  sidelines  of  a  football  stadium. 

That  Friday  night  I  walked  up  the  bleachers  of  the  football  stadium 
with  my  friends,  and  you  could  feel  the  tension  In  the  air.  At  school  that 
day  the  big  game  was  all  that  was  talked  about.  It  was  the  last  game  of 
the  year,  and  we  needed  the  win.  My  brother  was  so  hyped  up  the  few  days 
before  the  game,  that  all  he  could  talk  about  was  how  he  was  going  to  "rip 
some  heads"  or  "hurt  somebody."  You  could  see  the  adrenaline  in  their 
bodies  as  they  were  warming  up  down  on  the  field. 

Before  long  we  kicked  off  and  the  game  started.  Bodies  hitting 
bodies,  man  against  man,  you  could  hear  the  sound  of  crunching  plastic  as 
the  players  scurried  for  the  ball.  Before  I  knew  it  it  was  halftime.  The 
score  was  seven  to  fourteen,  and  Liberty  was  winning. 

As  the  players  trotted  back  onto  the  field,  you  could  definitely  see 
that  they  had  a  new  wind.  The  second  half  seemed  to  last  only  a  few 
minutes.  The  announcer  came  over  the  loud  speaker,  "The  final  score 
Liberty  21,  Benicia  14."  The  crowd  went  crazy.  As  the  guys  jogged  off  the 
field,  you  could  see  the  glory  in  their  eyes,  all  except  one  man,  number 
forty  -  Tony  Fray.     Instead  of  the  usual  smile  or  victory  yell,  all  you  could 
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see  were  tears  streaming  down  his  cheeks.  He  jogged  off  the  field,  right 
past  my  dad,  and  pulled  his  helmet  down  low  over  his  face.  It  was  his  last 
football  game.  Before  my  eyes,  on  those  bleachers  that  night,  my  brother's 
confidence  and  cockiness  turned  into  sadness  and  memories. 
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LIFE 

By 

TIM  GUERRA 


Once  the  end  has  come,  time  has  no  meaning. 

So  where  do  we  go,  this  way  that  way,  why? 

Is  their  reason  for  being  just  I  feigning 

So  here  we  are  living,  for  why,  to  die? 

What  is  this  thing  we  do,  why,  what  reasons 

Is  reality  a  truth,  causing  pain? 

Are  the  lives  we  lead  neat?  or  just  seasons 

For  new  drugs  go  on  seeming  as  the  same. 

if  there  is  a  choice  let  me  know,  don't  hide  it. 

feel  as  each  day  passes  slowly  until  life's  gone. 

The  way  all  things  never  seem  to  fit. 

So  why  carry  on  with  life,  what  are  we  on? 

Does  anything  we  do  really  matter? 

Won't  we  all  end  up,  death  on  a  platter? 


16 


INVASION 

SOPHIE  LUCHT 

It  was  on  the  9th  of  Novemljer  in  1 989.  The  voice  on  the  radio  announced  that  the  border 
between  East  Germany  and  West  Germany  was  no  longer  there.  The  politicians  gave  up  under  the 
pressure  of  the  people  which  were  longing  for  justice.  Everybody  was  listening  to  the  radio  or 
watching  TV.  It  was  really  hard  to  realize  that  the  wall  was  open  after  40  years  of 
impenetrability.  If  you  couldn't  believe  it,  then  the  pictures  on  TV  convinced  you.  Everybody 
was  trying  to  get  as  close  to  the  tx)rder  as  possible.  It  was  late  in  the  evening.  That  didn't 
matter.  People  were  just  excited,  touched,  and  kind  of  out  of  control.  They  stood  out  on  the 
street,  opening  champagne  bottles,  and  hugging  each  other.  The  next  morning  hardly  anyone  was 
home. 

The  classrooms  were  empty.  The  teachers,  speechless  about  the  recent  events,  were 
heading  for  home  too,  still  having  a  hard  time  understanding  what  was  suddenly  going  on  in  the 
land.  Nobody  was  there  to  give  them  explanations  anymore.  They  literally  lost  the  ground  under 
their  feet.  All  the  stuff  they  taught  seemed  to  be  the  biggest  waste  of  time  in  history. 

Meanwhile  the  whole  population  arrived  at  the  Western  part  of  the  country  where  the 

frightening  and  scary  border  stood  out  among  the  beautiful  landscape.   Nobody  brought  patience 

along.  They  couldn't  wait  to  see  the  land  behind  the  visual  obstacle  called  the  wall.   The  border 

guards  were  not  able  to  check  every  person's  passport  who  came  rushing  through  the 

checkpoints.  The  masses  were  immense  and  uncalculatable.  No  one  tried  to  count  them  all.  You 

just  saw  people,  people  running  through  the  border  stations.   Some  already  brought  big  bags  in 

which  they  would  store  their  newly  bought  stuff. 
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It  actually  seemed  very  dangerous.  Nothing  could  stop  this  wave  of  people,  that  was  for 
sure.  Nobody  would  have  gone  back  home  for  an  offer  of  100  Marks.  Someone  from  another 
planet  or  just  another  land  might  have  really  gotten  scared  about  the  rolling  avalanche  of 
excited,  restless  humans. 

The  land  behind  remained  like  a  ghost  town.  Some  old  people  even  meant  at  this  time  that 
the  Earth  was  going  down  more  on  the  Westside  and  up  on  the  East,  because  of  the  lesser  weight 
of  the  people  to  carry  there. 

The  West  Germans  were  hiding  in  their  apartments  with  the  windows  closed,  and  the 
doors  locked.  Some  preferred  to  go  to  bed  with  a  pillow  over  their  heads.  The  noise  on  the  street 
was  just  too  much  of  a  good  thing.  They  all  minded  their  own  business,  avoided  getting  into  close 
contact  with  the  "Eastees."  that  was  the  most  difficult  part,  because  they  were  everywhere. 

They  captured  the  stores  from  the  bottom  through  the  top.  Nothing  if  not  nailed  down  was 
safe  anymore.  They  took  everything.  These  people  emptied  entire  department  stores.  It  looked 
like  the  "Shoppping  Day"  before  the  end  of  the  world.  Everybody  was  trying  to  get  all  the  things 
where  there  was  actually  no  use  buying  them. 

Long  lines  built  up  on  the  cash  registers.  The  East  Germans  were  happy,  the  West 
Germans  close  to  collapse.  A  banana  wasn't  enough  anymore  for  them.  They  demanded  more. 
Many  were  already  packing  their  toothbrushes  and  other  important  things  together  in  order  to 
establish  their  new  home  in  the  West.  That  was  no  joke.  They  really  accomplished  that. 

Some  days  after  the  original  excitement  passed,  families  came  over  with  all  their 

belongings,   and  they  took  the  jobs  which  had  been  there  all  these  years  for  the  West  Germans 

only,  and  they  sent  their  ignorant  kids  to  school,  like  everybody  else.   And  they  came  with  their 

little  old  combicars,  made  in  the  GDR,  endangering  the  environment. 

It  was  pretty  serious,  and  nobody  believed  they  would  go  back  voluntarily. 
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But.  lo  and  behold,  weeks  after  the  wall  came  down,  everybody  was  back  in  their  old  East 
German  homes  enjoying  their  newly  bought  things,  like  microwaves  and  vacuum  cleaners.  The 
world  behind  the  border,  which  was  too  perfect,  strange  and  different,  apparently  made  the 
"Eastees"  feel  uncomfortable,  so  they  decided  to  go  back  there,  where  a  familiar,  easy  working 
but  dirty  surrounding  would  await  them. 
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COLOR  VISION 
CORINA  WELLS 


As  I  look  outside, 

I  see  people  of  all  colors. 

Black,  white,  brown, 

and  many  others. 

I  do  not  judge  these  people 

By  the  color  of  their  skin. 

Because  in  God's  eyes. 

That  would  truly  be  a  sin. 

I  do  hope  one  day. 

Racism  will  end, 

And  that  everyone 

Will  simply  be  friends. 

This  may  take  a  year, 

A  decade,  or  even  a  century. 

We  must  work  together 

And  unite  in  our 

Continuous  struggle  and  fight. 

This  will  not  be  easy, 

I  guarantee  that. 

But  we  all  deserve  freedom. 

Now  isn't  that  a  fact? 
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FLAVORS 

GEORGE  AGUILAR 

Luscious  rasberry  flavors. 

Enter  my  brain  with  dancing. 

Sounds  of  a  black  trumpet. 

Quiet  whispers  of  fresh  dandelions 

Do  somersaults  by  the  porch. 

On  sharp  green  blades  of  grass  outside. 

Cinnamon-apple  fragrances, 

Prick  my  palms  with  their  thorns. 

Silent  dew  in  the  new  dawn, 

Carmine  arcs  in  the  sky  above, 

Wrap  in  a  secure  blanket. 

Filling  us  with  worth  and  happiness. 
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HUNTING 

By 

MANUEL  RAMIREZ 


Seeing  horns  Is  what  I'm  waiting  for. 

Hoping  I'll  see  a  legal  deer. 

The  words  cruelty  and  murder  are  never  used, 

Ifs  a  sport  done  for  food,  there  is  no  fear. 

When  I  see  the  buck,  I  shake  and  take  aim. 
It  all  becomes  serious,  it  is  no  game. 

Breathe,  squeeze  the  trigger  and  hear  the  shot  through  the  trees. 

After  shooting,  I  look  and  hope  he's  still  in  sight. 

Is  he  hit?    Did  I  miss?    I  peer  through  the  scope. 

He  lies  dead  in  the  brush,  one  shot  was  just  right. 

When  I  saw  the  buck,  I  shook  and  took  aim. 
It  all  became  serious,  it  was  no  game. 
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RISE  PHOENIX,  RISE 
RYAN  DUNCAN 


Trapped  in  a  life  unwanted 

He  fought  with  society  passively  - 

Hoping  that  he'd  never  have  to  reveal 

His   humiliating  struggle  with   himself. 

Conformity  wore  him  down  - 

Yet  his  facade  held  firm  - 

Only  upon  the  surface. 

Inside  his  true  self  I  saw 

Him.    With  a  dagger  in  hand 

He  tried  desperately 

Against  a  pack  of  hellish  hounds 

To  survive. 

They  bite  and  tore  - 

He  bled. 

But  with  each  successful  blow 

He  fell  upon  the  blood-saturated  arena  floor. 

Yet  he  rose  again. 

Shredded  to  many  persons  - 

An  arm  here, 

A  brain  splattered  there. 

His  body  destroyed  - 

But  Him  -  victorious. 

Like  a  phoenix  He  rose 

Out  of  the  the  blood  and  hunger 

Into  the  crystalline  sky. 

He  rose. 

Bursting   into  flames 

He  became  one  with  all  - 

With  me. 
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SUNRISE 

MICHAEL  COLLINS 

Mist  in  the  Distance 

Redness  in  the  sky,    clouds  about 

Sun  engulfs  darkness. 
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THE  NEW 


B/ 


AARON  HUDDLESTON 


I  feel  that  the  Earth. 

Is  longing  to  give  birth, 

To  a  new  and  loving  world. 

A  word  that  is  one, 

And  should  be  sung. 

Of  the  time  for  a  million  years. 

The  darkness  and  the  light, 
Shall  be  no  longer  in  a  fight. 
For  the  light  will  have  won. 

No  more  war,  and  no  disease. 

Peace  to  put  a  spirit  at  ease. 

The  laughter  never  ceases. 

To  never  be  hungry. 

And  always  free. 

Thirst  is  not  a  need. 

A  world  of  love. 

Combined  with  heaven  above, 

Creates  Eden  all  over  again. 
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CAROL 

NICKI  FRAY 

She  is  as  I  only  dream  of  being, 

A  smile,  a  hug,  a  shoulder  for  leaning. 

A  symbol  of  understanding  and  strength, 

To  be  her,  I  would  go  to  any  length. 

A  strong  woman  who  can  stand  on  her  own, 

But  without  us  she  would  be  all  alone. 

She  needs  my  family  as  we  need  her. 

Without  my  mother.  I  would  die  for  sure. 

Especially  for  me,  she  has  always  been  there. 

Even  just  to  say,  "Hey  Nicki,  I  care." 

I  just  wanted  to  take  this  chance  to  say. 

Mom,  I  love  you,  every  hour,  every  day! 
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CONFUSION 
BY 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 

Lost  in  my  own  little  world,  full  of  confusion, 

Feelings  deep  within  my  soul,  unsure  how  to  use  them. 

You're  telling  me  one  thing,  but  showing  me  another. 

Am  I  just  your  friend,  or  am  I  your  lover? 

Were  does  this  relationship  stand,  I  need  to  know. 

Am  I  wasting  my  time,  should  I  just  let  you  go? 
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DESTINED  LOVE  DESTROYED 

BY 

RYAN  DUNCAN 


He  loved  me  truly, 

But  my  passion  destroyed  us. 

Like  candles  burning  - 

The  wind  came, 

Blowing  out  us,  everything. 

Now,  that  lone  candle  has  not, 

Not  a  peace  to  rest  upon. 

Nothing  to  see  with,  save  darkness. 

Our  world  around  us  has  been  torn  asunder  - 

This  I  never  saw,  for  nothing  could  be  done 

To  make  me  see  past  me,  into  the  world  I... 

I  inhabit  with  Him.     See  him  there  with  me? 

You  do?   Where.    Give  me  that  eye  so  that  I  may  see. 

Your  intuition  makes  me  sick  with  jealousy. 

Jealous  of  your  life,  you  zombie  of  a  man. 

Only  love  can  make  this  world  worth  anything. 

And  I  have  not  got  it. 

Why  bother?    Nothing  will  change. 


^iSS.J 


FEEUNGS 
ESSICA  CAMiLLi 


Ifs  the  greatest  feeling  in  the  world, 

Once  it  finally  hits. 
You  walk  around  with  a  smile  on  your  face, 

The  first  time  you  feel  it. 
The  feeling  swarms  over  you. 

And  you  get  tingling  inside. 
Hot  sensations  run  throughout  your  body, 

And  your  mind  begins  to  fly. 
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INDIAN   MAIDEN 

BY 

ESSICA  CAMILLI 

Indian  Maiden  with  firefly  eyes 

Dancing  in  the  dark, 
I  see  you  in  the  moonlight, 

Your  face  soft  against  the  bark  of  trees. 
A  fragile  body  beneath  your  strength. 

Waiting  to  be  loved. 
Helpless  cries  in  the  night  like  a  wounded  rabbit. 
Silently  after  love, 
Restrained,  not  screaming  out. 

A  softly  bubbling  spring  washing  the  rocks, 
Steam  rising  from  the  top, 
Warm  against  your  legs. 
Hiding  from  the  men  with  white  skin  and  guns 
Tired  of  waiting  under  animal  skins. 
Hands  softly  losing  control. 
Going  mad  beyond  words. 
Surprised  by  your  own  appetite  for  freedom. 
Then  silent,  silent,  and  more  silent, 
They  are  gone.  .  .  oh  wake  up  silly  fool, 
For  they  will  never  be  gone. 
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LETS  COME  TOGETHER 
KRISTIE  CALMA 


Some  of  us  don't  even  care 
Let's  make  ourselves  aware. 
There's  got  to  be  a  way 
To  come  together  today. 

What  Is  the  world  coming  to. 

Where  are  the  people  we  thought  we  knew. 

Show  love  to  the  people  around. 

Don't  lose  the  only  joy  you've  found. 

Nothing  in  life  is  fair. 

Why  can't  we  all  share. 

There's  always  something  to  be  given  out 

To  those  who  cry  a  shout. 

Look  to  the  stars  shining  brightly  above. 
Give  your  heart  a  shove 
Keep  in  mind  of  those  in  need 
Come  and  plant  your  seed. 
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LOVE 

MICHAEL  COLLINS 

Love,  when  you  find  it, 

You'll  know  if  It's  true. 

It  will  brighten  the  heart, 

That  was  once  very  blue. 

Love,  when  you  feel  It, 

You'll  know  if  it's  real. 

It  will  recover  the  heart. 

That  was  once  unable  to  heal. 

Love,  when  you  share  it, 

You'll  know  if  It's  right. 

It  will  brighten  your  day. 

From  morning  till  night. 

Love,  when  you  have  it. 

Darling  let  it  shine. 

Because  there  isn't  a  love  anywhere. 

That's  greater  than  that  of  yours  and  mine. 


MOM 
SHANNON  BALL 


There  is  a  picture  of  her  in  my  room 

She  is  sometimes  seen  with  a  mop  and  broom. 

The  most  beautiful  woman  that  I  know 
She  would  never  make  anyone  feel  low. 

Special  to  me  and  never  too  busy. 
She  loves  me  enough  to  make  me  dizzy. 

Nice  and  sweet  she  cares  for  everybody, 

Brown  hair  with  brown  eyes  her  face  looks  like  me. 

Young  looking  wife  she  could  never  look  old 
Perfect  lady;  she  carries  herself  bold. 

Smart  and  sassy  she's  the  best  worker  now 
The  things  she  does  for  me,  I  don't  know  how. 
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NEVER  TO  PART 

BY 

DOUGLAS  M.  SILVA 

I  don't  know  why  I  love  you, 

Or  why  we  stand  as  one. 

I  like  black,  and  you  like  white 

But  together  we  have  fun. 

Whenever  we're  apart 

One  from  another, 

No  matter  what  I  say  or  do 

Believe  me,  there's  no  other. 

I  wish  that  I  could  hold  you 

forever  near  my  heart. 

Just  keep  our  love  as  good  as  new 

And  never  shall  we  part! 


NICOLE'S  POEM 

BY 
MIKE  COLLINS 

I  RNALLY  KNOW  NOW  THAT  WE  ARE  THROUGH, 

BEFORE  I  DIDnV  KNOW  WHY. 

YOU  SAID  YOU  LOVED  ME,  AND  THEN  YOU  LEFT , 

AND  NEVER  REALLY  SAID  GOODBYE. 

YOU  WERE  MY  FIRST  REAL  LOVE,  IN  MY  LIFE  , 

FOR  ONCE  I  COULD  REALLY  SAY, 

BUT  NOW  ifs  OVER.  AND  THAPS  WHAT  HAPPENS 

WHEN  YOU  LOVE  SOMEONE  IN  SUCH  A  MAJOR  WAY.. 
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SOUTHPAW 

BY 

SEQUOIA  JOHNSON 

You  gaze  my  way 

But,  just  a  quick  glance 

An  I  just  wish 

I  could  have  a  chance 

To  look  in  those  pretty  brown  eyes 

All  night  long 

To  feel  your  arms  around  me, 

So  big  and  strong. 

To  run  fingers  through 

Your  amber  hair 

To  say  I  love  you, 

If  I  dare. 

To  hold  your  hand 

As  we  walk  by 

To  feel  carefree 

Under  the  blue  sky. 

To  listen  to  you  talk 

When  we're  on  the  phone 

To  memorize  your  voice  and 

Play  it  when  I'm  alone. 

To  have  your  gaze 
Last  more  than  a  glance 

Oh,  how  I  wish 
I  could  have  that  chance. 
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SPECIAL  CHANCE 

BY 

MIKE  COLLINS 

I  WANT  SO  MUCH  TO  TALK  TO  YOU 

BUT  WHEN  I  DO  ITS  ALWAYS  "HI", 

AND  WHEN  I  SEE  YOU  LATER  IN  THE  DAY, 

IPS  USUALLY  AN  OCCASIONAL  "BYE". 

WHEN  I  DO  SAY  HI.  IT  MAKES  ME  HAPPY, 

AND  YOU  ALWAYS  KNOW  WHAT  TO  SAY, 

BUT  WHEN  I  WANT  TO  TELL  YOU  HOW  I  FEEL, 

THE  WORDS  GET  IN  THE  WAY. 

I  ALWAYS  LOVE  TO  SEE  YOUR  SMILE, 

ITS  SUCH  A  BEAUTIFUL  SIGHT, 

BUT  WHEN  I  WANT  TO  TALK  TO  YOU, 

I  CANT  THINK  TO  SAY  WHATS  RIGHT. 

I  DREAM  SOMEDAY  YOU  WILL  BE  MINE, 

AND  TOGETHER  WE  WILL  BE  IN  A  TRANCE, 

BUT  IT  CAN  ONLY  HAPPEN  IF  YOU  OPEN  YOUR  HEART 

AND  GIVE  ME  THAT  ONE  SPECIAL  CHANCE 


A  DEDICATION  TO  NICOtB^. 

TiMA    Cl- 
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TOREY 

BY 

SEQUOIA  JOHNSON 

You've  always  been  there  for  me 
giving  me  your  undivided  attention. 
You've  always  held  me  close 
and  released  all  the  tension. 
And  friends  just  wasn't  enough, 

so  we  became  involved. 
And  when  that  didn't  work  out, 
we  had  a  problem  unsolved. 
So  now  you're  always  there, 
but  I'm  always  here. 
Are  we  in  love? 
If  so,  I  need  you  near. 
Hold  me  tighter  please 
I  don't  wanna  hear  anymore. 
The  past  is  gone  forever 
just  shut  the  door. 
I  need  you  always 
And  always:  we'll  be  together. 
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FAILURE 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 


A  life  of  dead  eternity, 
Not  knowing  when  it  ends, 
Days  of  darkness,  nights  of  silence. 
Waiting  to  transcend. 
An  existence  of  black  misery  and 
Unbearable  dispare. 
Unprofitable  journeys  leading  to  nowhere. 
Disposing  of  your  goals. 
On  the  account  of  underachieving. 
By  doing  this,  you're  not  living. 
You're  perishing. 
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HEAVEN 

BY 

ESSICA  CAMILLI 


In  a  world  of  uncertainty,  things  are  sure  to  happen. 

Life  turns  that  deadly  corner,  and  then  it's  over  like  that. 

Driving  down  the  freeway  to  hell, 

Wanting  to  get  on  the  highway  to  heaven, 

You're  knocking,  but  they're  not  letting  you  in. 

You  don't  deserve  to  go  to  Heaven, 

You  did  it  yourself. 

You  pulled  the  trigger. 

You  sliced  your  own  wrists. 

You  buried  yourself, 

Go  to  Hell,  and  Get  off  Heavens  porch! 
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KILLER  EYES 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 


Eyes  of  steel  looking  down  on  her, 
A  young  girl,  alone  in  her  world. 
Pale  as  snow,  and 
Fragile  as  life,  but 
Inside  she's  dark  as  night. 

Hearts  of  stone  turning  away, 
Terrified  by  the  sight. 
Soft  as  a  feather,  and 
Beautiful  as  Venus,  but 
Still,  no  one  loved  her. 

Forever  living  in  a  wooden  box. 
Speaking  to  no  one  again. 
Silent  as  a  mouse,  but 
Proud  as  a  lion,  and 
Never  telling  of  her  pain. 

She  cried  out,  but  no  one  heard, 
For  they  cared  not  what  she  said. 
Her  life  is  over,  ending  so  tragic, 
They  regret  now,  that  she's  dead. 
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LIFELESS 
BY 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 

I  have  no  prejudices  like  some  people  today. 

I  care  not  about  your  creed. 

I  mingle  with  everyone  &  leave  a  lasting  mark. 

I  stay  in  your  body  &  soul,  &  forever  by  your  side. 

I've  been  everywhere  &  know  people  all  over  the  world. 

t  will  be  with  you  'till  death  do  us  part,  literally. 

I  can't  &  won't  be  ignored,  for  I  am  AIDS. 
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DEPRESSION 

B/ 

RYAN  DUNCAN 

Cool,  wet  water  dances  playfully  across  my  toes, 
Tickling  them,  making  me  giggle. 
It  refreshes  my  soul,  cleansing  it,  completely. 
I  toss  myself  into  that  shallow  stream, 
In  hopes  of  retrieving  myself  from  my  depression. 
Down,  Down- 
Again,  I  drive  my  unwilling  body  further, 
Into  the  pristine  stream. 
Wash  away  my  feelings. 
Make  me  someone  new. 
Finally,  mind  wins  over  body. 
My  face  stares  unblinkingly  at  the  water, 
Wondering,  "Why  was  I  so  stupid?" 
Only  tears  can  empty  my  soul  of  pain. 
Only  I  can  continue  my  life. 
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TRANSCENDENCE 

EY 

RYAN  DUNCAN 


Golden  hued  land- 
Sickly  in  death,  but  beautiful. 
Golden. 
Beyond  the  dead  field 
Rises  up  a  copse  of  mighty  oaks. 
The  remnants  of  what  might  have  been 
A  great,  towering  forest. 
Now,  only  enough  to  hide  a  child 
Running  from   reality-into  fantasy... 
Running. 
Beyond  the  dead  field  and  the  ruins  of  a  forest- 
The  pale  blue  sky, 
Forbidding  you  from  entering  the  beyond. 
Gently  keeping  you  from  entering  the  beyond. 
Transcend  beyond  the  sky 
To  meet  oblivion. 
Hurry. 
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I  KNOW 
SEQUOIA  JOHIMSON 


He  turned  around  and  walked  toward  the  sky. 

Why  couldn't  I  have  been  the  one  to  die? 
His  smile  faded,  and  his  eyes  turned  to  a  glow, 
I  really  do  love  him,  but  he'll  never  really  know. 

And  at  the  graveyard,  kneeled  and  prayed; 
Please  let  him  come  back,  I  want  him  to  stay. 
His  body  was  not  in  sight. 
It  was  his  loving  soul  I  saw  that  night. 

I  couldn't  speak,  only  cry. 

As  he  said  his  last  'good-bye  ' 

I  screamed  and  yelled,  "  Don't  go!" 

And  then  I  said,  "  I  love  you." 

And  he  whispered  ....    "  I  know." 
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JUNDERSTANDINGS 
SOPHIE  LUCHT 


There  are  people  who  care,  and  people  who  don't.    I  think  you  should 
always  care  about  good  friends.     I  noticed  that  people  have  different  views 
in  this  matter.    Some  just  care  about  someone  else,  as  long  as  this  person 
shows  that  he  or  she  cares.    Really  good  friends  should  actually  have  no 
problems  with  understanding  each  other.    When  a  problem  comes  up,  just 
talk  about  it  at  once.    You  shouldn't  wait  too  long  with  that,  because  it's 
getting  worse  the  longer  you  wait. 

Of  course,  when  you  argue  with  one  of  your  closest  friends,  this  is 
VERY  hard,  and  it  doesn't  go  without  emotions.    Feelings  make  problems 
usually  appear  bigger  than  they  actually  are.    You  might  think  the  world  is 
over,  or  that  everything  bad  is  only  happening  to  you.    That's  because  you 
feel  and  care  so  much.    It's  finally  you  who  is  involved  in  the  whole  thing. 

As  difficult  as  it  may  be,  I  think  talking  about  the  problem  as  soon 
as  possible  at  least  helps  to  solve  it  a  little  bit.     Everybody  thinks  his  or 
her  problem  is  a  major  one.    In  desperation  you  tend  to  exaggerate.    That's 
normal.    That's  human  nature.    Nobody  can  help  it.    You  just  feel  so  alone, 
and  maybe  lots  of  pity  for  yourself.    That's  the  worst  because  that  doesn't 
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help  you  either. 

One  very  important  point  Is  that  you  should  always  talk  to  your 
friends  first  before  you  jump  to  conclusions.    There  are  so  many 
misunderstandings  in  this  world.    You  shouldn't  multiply  them.    Most  of  the 
time  the  problem  really  is  a  stupid  misunderstanding  which  just  comes 
out  of  the  blue.    By  not  talking  about  it,  it  just  gets  bigger.    The  gap 
between  you  and  your  friend  grows,  which  only  makes  the  problem  worse. 

Friends  are  such  an  important  part  of  everybody's  life.    You  laugh, 
cry  and  argue  with  them.    Life  would  be  so  boring  without  someone  to 
share  a  movie  or  a  vacation.    Everybody  should  make  a  certain  effort  to 
show  that  they  really  appreciate  the  people  around  them.    That  starts  by 
taking  the  first  step,  even  though  it  is  hard  sometimes,  in  the  process  of 
reconcilitation.     But  it  pays  off.     It's  not  worth  it  to  lose  a  friend  because 
of  false  pride  or  your  own  ego.    It  doesn't  take  much  to  forget  or  to  admit 
a  mistake,  and  with  a  little  bit  more  compassion,  you  can  turn  a  problem 
the  size  of  an  elephant  into  one  the  size  of  a  fly. 
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MCX)N-CHILD 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 


bout  ten  years  ago  there  was  a  seven-teen  year  old  girl  named  Echo 
Morn.    She  was  very  mysterious,  and  had  many  unique  qualities  atx)ut  her. 
She  was  a  loner,  always  by  herself,  never  talking  to  anyone.    It  was  odd 
that  she  had  no  friends.    She  was  extremely  pretty,  pretty  enough  to  be  a 
model.    Her  eyes  were  as  pale  blue  as  the  morning  sky  on  a  clear  day,  and 
her  hair,  in  contrast  to  her  eyes,  was  as  dark  and  silky  as  a  black 
stallion's  shinny  coat  on  a  dark  moonlight  night.    She  was  slender  and  had 
long  legs  that  seem  to  go  on  forever.    Echo  had  the  kind  of  features  that 
always  caught  one's  eye,  but  when  taken  a  better  look,  you  would  turn 
away,  and  just  shake  your  head.    Reason  being,  her  style  in  clothes.    They 
were  so  bland,  so  dull  looking.    They  were  mostly  black  and  grey  garments. 
The  outfit  she  wore  the  most  was  a  long  black  dress,  that  hung  down  to 
her  ankles,  with  a  long  grey,  knit  sweater  that  went  down  to  her  mid 
thigh.    To  add  to  that  dreary  attire,  were  black  combat  boots  that  appeared 
to  be  two  sizes  too  big. 

I  remember  seeing  her  in  the  hallways  several  times,  and  she  always 
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held  the  same  book,  close  to  her  chest,  like  it  was  her  most  prized 
possession.    It  was  a  thick  book  about  the  moon  and  the  stars.    I  noticed 
that  she  never  looked  around  when  she  went  from  class  to  class.    Her  head 
was  always  held  high,  and  her  eyes  never  wavered  left  or  right.    She 
walked  with  dignity,  like  she  or  a  family  member  were  important,  or  had 
accomplished  something  major.    No  one  could  understand  her  confidence, 
and  they  all  liked  to  make  jokes  about  her  being  a  witch  and  what  not.    I 
personally  thought  that  they  were  just  Intimidated  by  her,  I  sure  was.     She 
was  such  an  outcast,  she  was  treated  like  an  alien,  but  she  didn't  seem  to 
mind  at  all.    She  liked  being  by  herself. 

One  day  I  decided  to  try  and  talk  to  her.    I  went  up  to  her  at  lunch  and 
sat  down  by  her.    She  looked  at  me  with  a  confused  look  and  asked  me  if  I 
was  lost.    I  laughed  and  said  no.  I  just  wanted  to  talk  to  her.    Then  she 
smiled  the  most  beautiful  smile  I  had  ever  seen.    Her  teeth  were  perfect, 
and  when  she  smiled,  her  eyes  sparkled.    I  couldn't  help  but  to  be  envious 
of  her.    We  started  talking  about  the  moon  and  the  stars  and  decided  to  go 
out  that  night.    She  said  she  wanted  to  take  me  to  a  place  called  The  Sand 
Caves.    I  had  heard  some  pretty  strange  things  about  that  place,  like  ghost 
sightings,  and  spiritual  rituals,  and  she  said  it  was  the  greatest  place  to 
be,  so  I  agreed  to  go.    I  liked  her  uniqueness  so  much  I  would  have  gone 
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anywhere  she  wanted. 

We  got  to  The  Sand  Caves  at  about  10:30  p.m.,  she  said  it  was  better 
to  get  there  a  little  later  at  night,  more  people  were  there.    I  understood 
why  she  spoke  so  highly  of  it.    She  felt  comfortable  there  because 
everyone  there  was  just  like  her.     They  wore  the  different  style  of 
clothes,  and  all  of  them  had  an  odd  look  about  them.    Not  really  beautiful, 
but  not  really  ugly,  just  one  or  two  minutes  things  were  unusual.    At  11:45 
all  the  people  there  gathered  around  and  sat  in  a  circle.    Echo  said  we  were 
going  to  take  a  trip  to  the  moon,  by  meditation.    I  had  heard  about  things 
like  this  at  school,  but  I  never  believed  it  was  possible.    I  told  her  that 
since    I  didn't  know  what  I  was  doing.  I  wouldn't  feel  comfortable 
participating,  but  she  said  that  it  was  O.K.  it  didn't  matter.    Echo  stood  up 
and  told  everyone  what  we  were  going  to  do.    I  now  understood  why  she 
walked  around  school  so  proud.    These  people  looked  up  to  her,  she  was 
their  "Leader".    She  took  my  hand  into  hers,  and  told  everyone  to  close 
their  eyes  and  take  a  deep  breathe  and  then  exhale  slowly. 

"Pretend  you  are  alone,  it  is  peaceful,  and  you  have  no  fears  and  no 
problems.    Keep  taking  deep  breaths,  and  relax.    Inhale,  now  exhale.    O.K. 
now  picture  yourself  floating  in  the  air,  up  to  the  blue  sky,  now  you  are 
reaching  the  white,  fluffy  clouds,  look  around,  see  the  beautiful  birds 


flying  in  the  sky,  feel  the  warm  breeze  against  your  skin.    Float  over  to 
the  biggest  cloud,  and  lay  down.    Feel  the  silkiness  of  it  as  you  gently  sink 
into  it.     Ins't  it  the  greatest  feeling  in  the  world?    Are  you  all  relaxed? 
Good.    Now,  get  off  the  cloud,  and  fly  up  farther  into  the  sky.    It  is 
beginning  to  get  darker,  you  are  reaching  space.    Look  at  the  stars,  the 
black  sky.  that  was  bright  blue  just  seconds  ago." 

It  went  on  like  that  for  a  long  time.    When  we  reached  the  moon,  it 
was  wonderful,    i  was  completely  involved  in  what  we  were  doing.    I  could 
actually  picture  myself  laying  down  on  the  great  cloud,  I  saw  myself  fly 
up  to  the  vast  open  area  we  know  as  space.    It  was  an  incredible 
experience.    When  I  touched  on  to  the  moon,  it  felt  like.. .Wow,  I  can't  even 
explain  it.    The  moon  isn't  as  desolate  as  I  had  thought.    It  was  beautiful.    I 
could  understand  Echo's  fascination  with  it.    I  could  see  rocky,  white  land 
for  miles.     The  temperature  was  even  different  that  I  thought.     It  wasn't 
cold,  and  it  wasn't  hot,  it  was  perfect.    I  saw  everyone  there,  they  were 
all  doing  their  own  thing,  running,  jumping,  singing,  or  just  standing  there 
looking  around.    The  sight  was  breath  taking.    When  I  turned  around,  I  saw 
Echo  laying  on  the  ground.    She  seem  to  belong  there.    I  saw  how  much 
alike  she  was  with  outer  space.    Her  eyes,  pale  blue  like  the  stars.    Her 
hair,  luscious  and  black,  like  the  sky.    She  was  so  peaceful,  like  the 


atmosphere  surrounding  us.    She  definitely  belonged  here.    This  is  where 
she  was  meant  to  be. 

When  the  trip  was  over,  everyone  got  up  and  left,  except  Echo.    She 
sat  there,  looking  like  she  was  in  a  trance.    I  called  her  name  to  get  her 
attention,  she  didn't  respond.    I  went  up  to  her  and  noticed  two  tear  drops 
falling  from  her  brilliant  eyes.    I  knew  then  that  she  was  not  coming  back. 
Her  soul  was  staying  in  space  forever,  just  like  she  said.    I  started  to  cry 
selfishly,  it  wasn't  fair,  I  wasn't  going  to  be  able  to  be  her  friend,  and 
learn  more  things  about  her.    I  didn't  even  think  about  her  happiness,  just 
mine.    I  ran  out  of  the  caves  to  my  car  with  tears  streaming  down  my 
cheeks.    One  of  her  friends  asked  me  to  come  back  again.    But  I  said  no. 
what  was  the  use?    She  wasn't  going  to  be  there.    Oh,  but  she  would.    That 
was  how  I  could  see  her  again. 

When  I  got  home,  I  thought  about  what  had  just  happened.    I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  it  was  nothing  but  a  dream.    I  started  to  get  undressed 
and  noticed  sand  in  my  shoes,  and  in  my   pockets.    Maybe  it  did  happen.    I 
don't  know.    That  night  I  saw  Echo  in  my  dream,  her  pale  blue  eyes,  and  her 
black  as  night  hair,  she  told  me  to  come  visit  her  ,  and  it  wasn't  a  dream. 
Everything  I  saw    and  felt  really  occurred,  and  one  day  I  could  join  her,  but 
only  when  she  thought.  I  was  ready. 


REALITY 
BY 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 

Eyes  that  sparkle  like  the  stars, 
A  smile  as  bright  as  the  sun. 

But  it's  just  a  mask, 

Her  pain  is  hidden  deep  within. 

Never  to  be  seen, 

Not  understood. 

The  most  popular  girl  at  school, 

Everyone  wants  to  be  her, 

But  it's  just  a  front, 

Her  life  isn't  that  perfect, 

No  one  knows  a  thing. 

Torn  between  the  truth. 

And  what  she  wants  to  believe, 

A  foolish   mother. 

An  insane  father, 


Who  can't  keep  his  hands  to  himself. 
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SENIORS 
SHANNON  BALL 


Twelfth  grade  and  our  last  year 

It  has  finally  come 

Thank  God  ifs  almost  here 

Too  bad  it's  not  for  some 

Sonority  at  last 
We  have  made  lots  of  friends 

Dropped  enemys;  the  past 
And  tied  up  those  loose  ends. 

Plan  the  rest  of  your  life 
Whatever  that  may  be. 

Choosing  husband  or  wife 
And  maybe  kids  to  see. 

Happy  Graduation 
Let's  all  change  our  nation. 
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INTERVIEW  WITH  TERRY  BALL 
SHANNON  BALL 


The  following  is  an  interview  with  my  father,  Terry  Ball.     I  choose 
this  person  to  interview  because  he  participated  in  the  Vietnam  War  and  I 
wanted  to  find  out  some  information  on  this  subject.     The  interview  is 
mostly  based  on  the  fairness  and  or  prejudice  during  this  time. 

Shannon:    When  you  first  found  out  that  you  were  really  going  to  battle, 
how  did  you  react?  What  were  your  feelings? 

Terry:  I  was  scared  but  proud  and  ready  to  serve  my  country. 

Shannon:    Where  were  you  when  you  found  out? 

Terry:  Honestly,  I  don't  remember. 

Shannon:    How  much  time  did  you  have  to  get  ready  and  go  after  you  got  the 
news? 

Terry:  I  can't  remember  exactly,  but  it  wasn't  very  long. 

Shannon:  How  did  your  family  react  to  your  decision? 

Terry:  They  were  scared  and  worried  but  supportive  of  my  decision. 

Shannon:  Was  there  anyone  there  that  you  knew  well?  If  so  who? 

Terry:  Yes,  my  best  friend. 

Shannon:  Was  there  any  obvious  prejudice  in  the  bootcamp?  If  yes  what? 

Terry:  No,  not  really.    Some  people  were  prejudice  but  it  didn't  involve 

everyone.    I  mean  it  wasn't  a  major  problem  or  anything. 

Shannon:    Were  blacks  discriminated  against  by  their  officers?  If  so  how? 


Terry:         No.    Everyone  was  treated  lower  but  the  superiors. 

Shannon:    Why  do  you  think  your  superiors  were  so  strict? 

Terry:         Because  they  wanted  to  teach  us  discipline.   We  had  to  t>e  taught 
that  way  to  be  ready  for  war.    They  did  It  for  a  reason. 

Shannon:     In  what  ways  were  the  higher  officers  unfair? 

Terry:  They  were  just  really  strict. 

Shannon:    Do  you  think  you  would  be  like  your  superiors  if  you  were  in 
their  position?  Why  or  why  not? 

Terry:  I'm  not  really  sure  because  I've  never  been  in  the  situation  of 

being  a  superior  officer. 

Shannon:    Were  there  any  officers  that  would  just  go  out  of  their  way  to  be 
rude  or  embarrass  someone  just  to  do  it?  If  so  how? 

Terry:  No.    Not  unless  someone  was  rude  or  embarrassed  them  first. 

Shannon:     What  is  your  most  memorable  situation  with  an  officer? 

Terry:  I  didn't  really  have  any  memorable  moments  with  any,  I  just 

remember  how  strict  they  were. 

Shannon:    Who  was  the  meanest  most  hated  officer? 

Terry:         I  can't  remember  his  name,  but  he  was  old  and  hated  by  all.    He 
pretty  much  went  out  of  his  way  to  be  a  jerk.    He  really  got 
through  to  us  all  though. 

Shannon:    Did  anyone  ever  stick  up  for  themselves  if  a  superior  was 
unfair?  If  so  how?  If  not  why? 

Terry:         Not  whenever  I  was  around.    If  they  ever  did,  I'm  sure  the 
punishment  would  be  real  harsh. 
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Shannon:    If  you  had  the  chance,  would  you  be  a  respected  officer?  Explain. 

Terry:  I'm  not  sure.  I  guess  I  never  really  thought  about  it  and  never  got 

the  chance.   Although  I  had  a  chance  to  be  a  Military  Policeman 
and  it  wasn't  so  bad. 

Shannon:    How  has  this  experience  of  war  changed  your  life? 

Terry:         It  has  made  me  hate  war  and  be  thankful  to  God  that  I'm  alive. 

Shannon:    If  you  could  go  back  and  do  it  all  again,  what  would  you  change  if 
anything  and  why? 

Terry:  I  wouldn't  want  to  go  back  because  it's  not  fair  that  way.    I 

wouldn't  change  a  thing. 

Shannon:    What  would  be  your  reaction  if  your  son  or  daughter  wanted  to 
follow  in  your  footsteps  and  go  to  the  service? 

Terry:  No  way!  War  is  not  something  that  I  want  my  children  to 

experience. 

Shannon:    Is  there  anything  that  triggers  your  past  experiences  of  war? 

Terry:         Once  in  a  while  if  I  see  a  movie  about  Vietnam  it  brings  back 
memories  but  not  often. 

Shannon:    Does  looking  back  on  the  Vietnam  War  bother  you  or  make  it 
difficult  for  your  to  talk  about  and  why? 

Terry:         It  bothers  me  once  in  a  while  because  I  saw  my  best  friend  get 
his  head  blown  off  during  battle.    It  was  real  traumatic  for  me 
and  something  that  I  will  never  forget. 
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LAST  INNING 


EY 


JAIME  BARAJAS 


It  was  the  last  inning  of  the  7th  game  of  the  world  series.    Both 
teams  were  struggling  at  the  plate,  it  was  a  pitcher's  game,  and  they  were 
controlling  the  tempo.     The  visiting  team's  pitcher  struts  out  to  the  mound 
tired  physically,  but  he  has  enough  adrenaline  to  keep  him  going  on  and 
finish  the  game.    He  feels  he  needs  no  warm  up  pitches,  so  the  umpire 
screams  at  the  teams  "O.K.  now  let's  play  ball."  The  crowd  cheers  in 
excitement  hoping  that  their  team  can  pull  off  the  victory. 

Down  by  one  run  the  manager  wants  to  play  it  safe.    He  tells  the 
batter  to  take  a  strike,  so  he  can  tell  what  type  of  velocity  the  pitcher  has 
on  his  pitches  and  if  he  is  wild  or  not.    The  batter  steps  in  the  box,  digs  in, 
takes  the  sign  from  the  third  base  coach  and  stares  down  the  pitcher.    This 
had  no  effect  on  the  pitcher,  he  glared  back  at  the  batter,  went  into  his 
wind  up  and  threw  a  strike  right  down  the  middle  of  the  plate.    "Strike 
one,"  yelled  the  umpire  as  it  echoed  through  the  now  quiet  crowd.    The 
pitcher  now  was  confident,  cause  he  could  see  the  fright  in  the  batter's 
eye.    The  next  pitch  was  on  the  way,  not  even  seeing  it  did  not  stop  the 
batter  from  swinging  at  it,  but  he  hit  it!     It  was  hit  very  hard,  but  it  was  a 
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^gounder  right  at  the  shortstop  who  picked  it  up  and  threw  it  quickly  to  the 
first  baseman  beating  the  runner  and  getting  the  first  out.    The  crowd  got 
even  quieter,  and  the  visiting  team  was  two  outs  from  winning  the  world 
series  trophy.    The  next  batter  felt  the  pressure,  he  and  the  on  deck  batter 
were  the  last  hope  for  their  team,  the  whole  season  was  on  the  line.    The 
batter  thought  of  everything  he  worked  for,  and  he  was  determined  that  he 
would  not  let  his  team  down.    The  batter  stepped  in  the  box,  he  felt  real 
confident  and  it  showed.    The  pitchers  first  pitch  was  sent  up  the  middle 
for  a  base  hit.    The  visiting  teams  manager  jumped  out  of  the  dugout  and 
ran  out  to  have  a  talk  to  his  pitcher.    It  was  a  short  conference,  but  the 
pitcher  needed  the  small  break.    The  crowd  was  now  very  loud  and  excited, 
their  teams  two  best  hitters  were  coming  up,  and  they  always  had  come 
through  in  tight  situations.    The  pitcher  was  drenched  in  sweat  still  was 
going  to  continue,  the  manager  probably  told  him  he  was  going  to  finish 
the  game,  he  was  going  to  win  it  or  lose  it.    His  first  pitch  was  a  wild 
fastball  in  the  dirt.    The  runner  at  first  advanced  a  base  on  the  wild  pitch. 
It  started  to  get  out  of  hand,  the  momentum  had  switched  to  the  home 
team,  and  the  game  was  getting  more  exciting.    The  pitcher  walked  around 
the  mound  to  get  some  air  and  calm  down  a  little  bit.    He  stepped  back  on 
the  mound   got  the  sign  from  the  catcher  and  started  his  motion.    The  pitch 
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was  on  the  way.  the  batter  swung.    "Krack,"  the  batter  had  splK  his  bat  in 
two,  but  the  ball  looked  as  if  it  were  going  to  fall  for  a  game  winning  hit. 
The  center  fielder  sped  in,  dove  at  the  ball,  and  made  an  unbelievable 
catch.    The  runner  ran  back  to  second.    Two  outs,  one  more,  and  they  would 
lose.    The  pitcher  was  relieved  there  now  was  no  momentum  in  the  other 
team's  favor,  and  he  felt  stronger  than  ever.    The  home  team  manager 
called  back  the  on  deck  batter  and  sent  in  a  pinch  hitter,  one  with 
experience  with  situations  like  the  one  they  were  in.    The  new  batter  took 
a  couple  of  warm  up  swings  and  stepped  in  the  batter's  box.    It  looked  like 
the  pitcher  didn't  even  think,  he  just  threw  a  pitch.    The  batter  swung,  and 
hit  a  deep  drive  over  the  left  field  wall  for  a  home  run.    The  crowd  went 
hysterical  and  so  did  the  batter  who  hit  the  game  winning  home  run.    He 
trotted  around  the  bases  jumping  in  excitement,  before  he  arrived  at  the 
plate,  his  teammates  jumped  on  him  and  started  celebrating.    After  they 
finished  celebrating,  they  cleared  the  field  and  went  to  the  clubhouse. 
They  were  aware  the  umpire  noticed  that  he  had  not  touched  the  plate  and 
ruled  that  he  was  out,  and  the  visiting  team  had  won. 

This  story  has  a  very  good  moral  to  it.    Don't  celebrate  too  soon 
unless  you  know  it's  final,  because  as  the  great  Yankee  manager  said,  "It's 
not  over  till  it's  over." 
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TRAPPED 
ESSICA  CAMILLI 


Hidden  in  a  box  in  an  open 
Field. 

Able  to  get  out  but  too  afraid 

To  leave. 

Society  has  run  you  down, 

You're  ashamed. 

It  used  you  up,  then  threw  you  away, 

Now  you're  a  loser. 

You  can't  show  your  face  in  public, 

You're  nothing. 

But  you  can  change,  if  you 

Try. 

Rely  on  what  you  know, 

For  the  future. 

Not  what  you  forgot, 

About  the  past. 


f.2 


WALKING  AWAY 

BY 
RICK  SWINDELL 


Walking  away  from  you, 
And  I'm  never  looking  back- 
Taking  the  memories  too, 
And  throwing  them  In  a  sack. 

Headed  for  another  light 
Gonna'  find  me  a  new  place. 
Don't  want  to  put  up  a  fight 
Tired  of  the  same  old  face. 

So  when  you  think  of  me,  don't. 

Cause'  life  without  you  is  great, 

And  thinking  of  you,  I  won't, 

You  were  just  another  date. 
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